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Out Ta Get Me 


| zzy 


| had no friends growing up. | had nothing but dirt and a broken guitar | stole. | couldn't play it, of course | 


thought | could, but | wasn't even close. Then he walked in, an abused, unique, downward spiraling red head. 


You know him under a different title that | do. William Bailey was a kid that got beat by his father, who wasn't 
even his real father, watched his mother slowly begin to disregard everything around her and was tortured by 
his siblings. He had nothing but a notebook, and not even that lasted very long. 


| met him in school. Everyone hated him and | thought that was cool. What had he done to make everyone, 
even the teachers hate him? He had to be a complete idiot, or he was loud and mouthy or he would get up 
and destroy shit. Upon meeting the fireball, he didn't trust me. He didn't think | was being real. Truthfully, | had 
no idea why. That all changed when | was yanked behind the school by a bruised arm and he pulled me behind 
the bushes. 


"What the fuck was that for?" | had asked him, brushing myself off. Then | realized his black eye, and the 


bruises on his throat. 

"Choked out again," he told me, answering the questions | had. "Let's just say nobody fucking likes me." 

"| like you." 

He stared at me. He stared long and hard, long enough for me to believe he was plotting murder in his mind 
and someone, maybe my mom, maybe some kids from school, would find me bled out back in this corner. He's 


always been intimidating. 


"| say we get out of here," he said finally, picking up his bag. "Fuck school. Fuck them all. | want to leave this 
town" 


"We've got no money," | reminded him. He looked defeated. "Look.someday we'll get out of here. For now, let's 
just ditch school. I've got half a pack of cigarettes." 


| slapped a mosquito off my arm. "I'd prefer it if we didn't say here, though." 

He nodded, took me by the wrist and led me out of there. 

So you're wondering, did we ever get out of there? Sure as fuck, we did. | was the first. My mother, the only 
person (besides him) that | thought loved me beat the shit out of me. It was a shock to the system. | told 
nobody. | just left. | made it all the way to Los Angeles and got in a band. | forgot about everyone and 
everything | left behind. 


| was reminded of everything when | was walking down the street, my guitar in my hand, when | heard 


screaming. Like a chick screaming, but there was no way in hell this was a chick 

"Jeff! Jeffrey! Hey!" 

If | turned around, people would know my real name, so | spared myself and didn't. | just slipped into an alley. | 
could still hear the fucker going off, so as soon as | saw his dumb ass self standing out in the road | did 
exactly what he'd done to me years before and yanked him clean off the sidewalk 

"Motherfucker!" He about punched me in the face but | held him down. 

"Its me," | had said. His expression changed. William had followed me out here. 

"Joff--" 


‘Its Izzy now, okay? Izzy Stradlin" 


"Okay, Izzy. Listen. | found out where you went and | fucking followed you all the way out here man.why did 


you fucking leave me?" 


| didn't want to tell him. Now, if | was in that situation, | would've. But | felt like we didn't know each other 


anymore. "| had to go." Pathetic answer, | know. 

| had to go too, | only had you. | thought you fucking died. | was devastated" 

"You can punch me if itll make you feel better. 

He did just that. Right in the mouth. It wasn't that bad but it hurt. 

"Fucker! | wasn't being serious!" 

"On that note," he completely ignored me. "Axl Rose." He held out his hand. "How do you do, Izzy?" 

| shook his hand, trying to fight the smirk forming on my lips. "How did you get out here?" | asked him. 

"Long, long story. I'll tell you later. I've got nothing and I'm out of weed. | think you owe me for abandoning me." 
Typical Axl. | loved him for that. 

"You'll have to share a bed with me." | picked up my guitar and started walking again. He followed after me. 
"Aint nothing new" He used to come to my window at night. He did it for a full year before he stopped. I'd let 
him in and he would usually cry because he either got beat or something else happened and then we'd fall 


asleep. I'd throw the blanket over him, then get into my side of the bed and turn the lamp out. He stopped 


because | moved. | can't imagine what he felt when he came to my window and found | wasn't there.. 

| shook the thought and looked back at him. He was home. 

** 

Sharing an apartment with four dudes isn't the cleanest environment. But hey, | contribute to that mess. Axl 
had disappeared about a half hour ago. | made an excuse and went looking for him. | found him in the corner in 
the bathroom, staring at his feet. 

"Go away." 

"Its me." | closed the door. He looked up from the corner he was curled up in and then back down. | sat next to 
him. Here's what not to do when Axl is upset-- you don't touch him until he gives permission. You don't ask 


him what's wrong right away. And you don't tell him to forget about the past. 


"You haven't eaten much in the past few days." 


‘lm not hungry," he mumbled. "More for you guys anyway. Don't worry.” 
"| don't want your food and you know it. Why aren't you hungry?" 


He shrugged. "Flashbacks..rejected by record companies..we're barely making any money. | feel like I'm not good 


enough." 
| didn't say anything. He wasn't looking for a pep talk right now. He was looking for someone to vent to. 
"Flashbacks of what..?" | asked carefully. He shut his eyes. 


"Lovely fucking childhood memories and the shit it took me to get out here, Iz" He leaned his head on my 
shoulder. That was his way of telling me he needed me. | let my arms fall around him and he got closer. This 
reminded me of the old times, the times we don't talk about. 


"You never did tell me how you got out here." 


He chuckled. "Okay, so | wouldn't cut my hair, right? So it was like, not even past my shoulders, but | got kicked 
out of the house. There was a beat up guitar in my room and that night | snuck back and my sister threw it 
out the window for me. There was a girl down at the record store that | started talking to after you left that 
would always hang out in the metal section.. Anyway she bought the guitar for sixty bucks.’ 


"That's all you had?" 


"No, it gets better." He pushed hair back behind his ear. | felt his shoulder pop when he moved. "So I'm hanging 
out at the record store, and | see her. | told her, I'm moving to LA. And she was all ‘I'll see you again, Will, | 
promise you'. Whatever. Then | meet this trucker, right? And he said he'd drive me to St. Louis, which was his 
next destination, and he'd do it for free. So | was totally excited about that, and we left the following day. He 
liked good music too, so the drive was awesome, right? Up until we get to this fucking motel bullshit, | passed 
out because I'd been up for so long and | wake up with the fucking creep on top of me. | pinned him up 
between the wall and the door and | said, if you don't fucking get out of here, I'll slit your throat, with that 


knife that you'd given me. You remember it?" 

"It was a box cutter," | corrected him. 

"Right, whatever." 

"But did he hurt you?" 

"No, not that | was aware of. So now l'm alone again, and l'm in this weird motel. | got out of there and walked 


five fucking miles to the bus stop and | managed to get on a bus to Arizona, and then | was stuck in fucking 
Mesa until | could get a greyhound that | couldn't even afford but the woman at the stop liked me so she took 


what | had and let the rest go, and then | got to LA. So then | slept at that bus stop for a day and | wandered 
around LA asking for Jeffrey because | had no fucking idea you changed your name and started wearing the 
clothes you always said you'd wear one day." 

| laughed. 

"So then | see a fucking picture of whatever band you were in, and | was like, that's him! So | took the flyer 
down and started asking all these people, and they're all like, we got no fucking idea who Jeffrey is, but that's 
Izzy.. And then | found you, because you know, we're meant to be best friends." 

"Right," | said. "Damn. You're a persistent little fucker." 

“That's right | am." 


* 


Everyone was asleep inside, and Duff was smoking outside on the balcony. | joined him, he eyed me when | 


closed the barely-functioning sliding door. 

"You're up early." 

| could say the same to you, McKagan" 

"Yeah," he blew out smoke. "I haven't been able to sleep. | just can't believe tomorrow is the fucking day." 

We had our first show at the Whisky a go go tomorrow. | don't know about you, but | knew if you were ever 


anybody or wanted to be anybody, you have played at the Whisky. On top of that, we were playing with this 


band called Faster Pussycat, and there was a big time producer who was rumored to be going to the show. 
Fuck. 

"This is all we got," Duff said, looking at me. "This is our chance. We have to blow fucking doors." 

"We will," | told him. "We're nothing like anybody else." 

"That's what l'm worried about," he said. He was chain smoking, he lit another cigarette, which inspired me to 
follow his lead. "They might hate us. They might think we're nothing like all the current acts, so what's the 
point in even signing us, because we won't sell. Fuck, we don't even know if they dude is gonna be there!" 


"Duff," | said. The look in his eyes eased as soon as he saw how calm | had remained. 
Y 


"There's nothing out there more pissed off, raw and raunchy as us right now." 


"yeah." 
"You're too stressed. Just relax and go with it" 
He nodded, and blew smoke out. 


"We've got this." He looked out on the city from the balcony and the light blue Hollywood sky. "I know we do." 


Take me to the top 


"Woah, where did you get that?" | asked as soon as Slash walked in the room with a bloody nose. Duff was 
shaking. Steven couldn't stop hitting his sticks on the walls. | was calm, but that's probably because | was high, 
and now Slash was bleeding. Where the fuck is Axl? 


"| told him he wasn't gonna sound good if he didn't calm down," Slash said, picking up the napkins from the table 
with food for the bands on it. He held it to his nose. "And so he decked me." 


He didn't even have to specify who he was talking about. We all knew. The raging readhead. 
"We're on in ten minutes," he said. That was the queue, | had to go calm Axl down 


"l'Il be back," | sighed, leaving to room to talk sense into him. | found him in the alley, pacing. Mumbling. Doing 
Axl things. 


Hey’ 
He looked up at me. "Fuck, | thought it was Slash again’ 

"It wasn't very nice of you to punch him" 

"Yeah, lm not nice" 

| smirked and leaned against the wall | lit a cigarette. 

"How the fuck are you so calm?" He asked. "This is the biggest show we've played yet" 


"One, l'm high. Two, I'm not worried about is sounding like shit, and three, | saw my ex singer, and he told | was 


irreplaceable." 


He shot me a look that only | could read, it was something between "I agree with him" and "I'll kill that son of a 
bitch". "Nadir is here?" He snapped. 


"That's not the point." 
"Il kill that son of a bitch," he growled. "I fucking hate him." 
| can read Axl Rose like a book. 


"Cmon, he's not so bad." 


He shook his head. "Whatever. I'm fucking terrified, Iz" 

"Have a cigarette?" | asked him. He accepted my offer. "Listen, red. We're twenty times more powerful than 
the rest of these bands, we're gonna do fine. Even if you fuck up, itll sound better than some of the shit I've 
heard tonight." 

He was silent, but suddenly calmer. 


"Yeah..you're right." 


"Hey," Duff tapped on the wall. "We're on. Lets go," he disappeared again Axl and | exchanged a look before we 
went inside. 


* 


| had done the unthinkable. The impossible. The shit you dream of when you're a kid and you can't play your 
instrument and you don't know anyone who can. | was now the guy on the poster rather than the kid looking at 
the poster and thinking, wow, | wanna be just like that. 


We were signed. 


"Think that'll cut it?" The agent had asked us. Think two fucking million dollars will cut it? This time my hand 


was shaking. 
"Its good enough for us." Duff was doing all the talking. 


"I think you guys are going to be the next big thing,’ the agent said. | didn't catch his name. His name was the 
last thing on my mind right now. 


"Thank you very much," Duff said. "Thank you. We can't say it enough." 


"We'll see you at the studio this Saturday," he said, closing his bread see. "I look forward to it." He shook Duff's 
hand and by the looks of it, Duff was sweating so much he didn't want to risk it with the rest of us. 


Once he left the room and the door was shut, the sound of five grown men screaming like girls bounced off 
the walls and I'll tell you, it was not a pretty sound, unless you're into that. 


"I told you we'd fucking do it," | said. "I told you.” 
"You were right," Duff said. "Holy shit. Holy shit!" 


"What the fuck are we gonna do with two million dollars?" Steven asked. 


"Leave the apartment? 

"Get better gear?" 

"Record a fucking album?!" 

What came to my mind wasn't something I'd say out loud, especially not in front of Axl 

Drugs. 

** 

'lzz.hey, Izzy" 

It was that soft voice that was absolutely desperate but didnt want to sound like it that woke me out of a 
deep sleep. It reminded me so much of being a kid. My first reaction was to turn on the light but it was too 
far away. 

"Yeah?" | extended my arm out to feel for him, to make sure he's okay. 


"I can't sleep. I'm having constant nightmares," he told me. "Its really graphic and bad.really bad” 


"Come here," | told him. He laid next to me in the tiny mattress. He was cold and shaky. | rubbed his back. "It's 


not real," | told him. 
"It is" 


"Don't think about it right now. Axl, we're signed. We're in Los Angeles. They can't get you, they'll never see 


you again" 

"Yeah," he said "Yeah. Except for that they get me in my sleep and in my head” 
"You have me” 

He just got closer to me and put his head on my chest. 

"| couldn't ask for anything better" 


| smiled and waited for him to fall asleep before | did 


Foolin’ 


| never actually met Axl's step father. | pictured him as a wrinkly, balding bastard with bushy eyebrows and 
crusty skin. Think of a really nasty person, all their nasty features and put into one. That's the way | thought 
of him. | guess it was more settling to think that he was angry he was ugly and nobody liked him and that's 
why he was so terrible to the kids and to his wife. 

Then one day, Axl or William or whoever he was at the time, showed me a picture of the whole family. The 
guy wasn't too ugly, not that | was attracted to him but | can tell the difference between someone who is 


good looking and someone who isn't. 


“That's him?" | asked, pointing to him. Axl just nodded. He had brown hair that wasn't balding, a big brown beard 
and he wasn't too wrinkly, but he was slightly overweight. 


"| didn't picture him that way." 

"I think it's a costume," Axl said. "I think he's actually some triple-headed monster with scales and purple skin 
or some shit. | bet he's got claws too. That's how | got this." He lifted his shirt and showed me four scratches 
that were scabbed over and the whole area was puffy. He threw the picture down on the floor. 


"| was gonna cut him out of it" 


"So why don't you?" | lightly ran my finger along the puffy area and he pushed my hand away. He didn't want 


me to touch him. 

"Well, | realized my mother isn't much of a parent either." 

| didn't know what to say to that. Should | say anything? | slipped and said exactly what | was thinking. 
"Just cut yourself out of it, then" 


He stared at me for what seemed like minutes and then he snatched the piece of paper up and ripped himself 
out of the photograph. 


ee 


"What is that?" Duff asked me as | dumped out my wallet. We were tight on money. We weren't getting paid 


until we went to the studio. 


"What?" | asked him. | managed to scrape up about six dollars and a quarter. He picked up a piece of a 


photograph that had been ripped and held it up. 


"Look closer at it," | told him. He did and then he laughed. 
"Is that Axl?" 

"Yeah," | said. “lve had that for like ten years’ 

Axl surprised me by coming up behind me. "Is what Axl?" 

Duff showed him the picture and he turned a light shade of red. He looked at me. "You kept that?" 
Okay, so Duff embarrassed us both. Whatever. "Obviously" 


"I look like shit," he said, looking closer at it. | grabbed it from his hand before he could do anything with it. | 
jammed it back into the crack in my wallet that could barely fit anything besides a slip of paper. 


"We both did, | just don't have any pictures to prove it" 
** 

"We got signed" 

"OF course you did. Everyone that leaves this fucking band gets signed," Nadir laughed through the phone. 
"Maybe you should leave the band," | told him. 


‘Ive thought about it. Playing the Cathouse on a Tuesday for a bar tab is getting old" | heard something break 
in the background. "I'll be back," he told me. "I need my hairspray." 


| waited a few minutes before he returned to the phone. "Hey, remember how we'd take a lighter and 


hairspray to the roaches crawling around?" 
"Yeah." 


"That had helped me immensely,” he said. | didn't know if | should laugh or feel sorry for him. When | left 
London for Axl and Hollywood Rose, Nadir and Axl became enemies. They would fight anywhere they saw each 
other. Being the psycho that he is, Nadir said he'd kill Axl outside of Tower Records. And since Axl was no 
angel either, he showed up. Nadir wasn't playing around and he showed up with a shotgun. Axl whacked him 
with a street sign and that scares Nadir away from me for a good six months. We started talking again after 


the gig yesterday. 
"You can't be living in that apartment forever." 


"Whatever it takes, Izzy. Hey, | gotta go, Liz is bringing us pizza" He hung up. There was no way in hell Liz was 


bringing them anything but the leftover scraps from the Rainbow after his shift. Either he was coming home 
or Nadir didn't want to hear it. 


"Hey man," Slash stumbled into the room. He held up a brown paper bag. "We're not gonna be able to do this 


together after we move." 


Slash would go in the bathroom first and then I'd follow him and we'd shoot up. Sometimes Duff joined us if he 
was up to it. I'm sure he would this time because it was the last time we could do it together until we go on 
tour. How Axl and Steven never figured it out was beyond me. | can understand Steven because he's not the 


sharpest, but Axl? He had to have been waiting for an opportunity to hold it against me. 


"Give me a second and I'll be there," | told him. He nodded and went off to the bathroom. | waited a few 


minutes and followed him in. 


* 


| never thought that splitting up would be so lonely. It had been a few weeks since everyone moved and | 
stayed in the apartment, but | felt so lonely. | hadn't lived alone once. Even when the radio was on, everything 


seemed silent. 


Duff and Slash moved in together to split the cost of the huge house they bought. Axl moved in with his 
girlfriend, Erin. | didn't know how long that would last. Steven bought at house on top of a mountain which | 
would not have done, being on the San Andreas fault line and all. Earthquakes, land slides, you name it, we got 
it. Sure, I'm dumb enough to put myself in this state, but not dumb enough to put myself at even higher risks. 
| planned to move in a few miles from Nikki Sixx, since | was pretty close with him because he came to see 


London when we played at some underground bar. He was one of the twelve people at that show. 

Nikki had become another drug buddy of mine. He was worse off than | was because of his fucked up childhood 
and all the mental problems it gave him. He was off the wall. You give that dude a few lines of coke and it's 
better than watching a horror movie. 

That was another person Axl didn't really care for. In fact, he hated all of Motley Crue because they were a 
"joke". Shout at the Devil wasn't something I'd usually listen to but | thought it was incredible. They had a new 


album coming out that was excited for as well. | wouldn't tell Axl though. 


| was laying in my empty bed in my silent apartment with a cigarette in my hand when the phone started to 
ring. | wasn't sure if | even had the strength to answer it. | got up and walked to the living room to pick it up. 


"Hello?" | had nowhere to ash the cigarette. 
"Can you come get me?" Axl's voice was shaky like he was crying. How the fuck did he even get my number? 


"Yeah, give me ten minutes." 


"Okay, just hurry.’ 


| hung up and grabbed my jacket off the couch that had my keys in the pocket. | ran downstairs and fumbled 
with the keys until | could jam them into the ignition 


What the fuck has he done this time? 


| aint naive 


Author's Notes: 

| was reading through this and realized I'm using a LOT of my own experiences and things that actually 
happened with GNR. Do you guys like that or should | do more fiction? 

There should be some smut coming up. l'm working on it.. 


Sorry for the lack of updates. Here | am. 


| pulled up to the house and the front door flung open. | was almost gonna get out, but once | saw Erin | closed 


my door and kept watching from the safe zone. | cracked the window so | could hear them. 

"You son of a bitch!" She screamed. Axl was desperately trying to get to the car but it wasn't happening. She 
was attacking him in the face and he was just taking it. Shit, he mustve done something and felt guilty about 
it so he was letting her beat him up. 

What a lovely fucking relationship. 

| hate you, Axl Rose!" 

"You're no peach either, cunt!" 

He used the C word. All hell broke loose. They were literally rolling in the dirt outside the house, putting on a 
show for me and the neighbors. | should've brought my lawn chair and a bag of popcorn. | wouldn't be 
surprised if the fighting turned into fucking right in front of everyone, they're weird like that. It's kinda hot. 
Axl had her pinned and she was kicking him with all she had. He pried himself away and ran to the car. 


"Don't expect to come back here you dickhead!" She yelled, throwing rocks at the car. 


"Hey, | just got this!" | yelled out the window. She stopped. She liked me. | may or may not have fucked her, but 


that's none of your business. 

Axl opened the door and slammed it shut. 

"Drive," he said. | was looking at him, looking at his wounds to make sure he wasn't badly injured. 

"Fucking drivel" He repeated. | did as he told me to do but he wasn't getting off that easy. | didn't say anything 


and | could feel the tension rising until | was a good mile from the house and | pulled over. | parked the car and 


started looking over his face and arms. 


"Stop it," he groaned. | didn't care if Axl didn't want me to touch him. | didn't care if he hit me or not over if, | 


was going to see if he was hurt and he can suck it the fuck up. 
"Stop." 


"Would you just be quiet and let me look at you?" | snapped. | saw his face and his teary eyes. | hadn't seen 
him cry since Lafayette. 


"I'm sorry," | said immediately. | wiped his tears. "Why are you crying?" 


"lm fucking frustrated,” he told me. "I'm doing all | can do keep us together and she just won't compromise 


with me." 


So it was something he said she didn't like. That explained his busted lip. Here's the problem, a guy hits a chick 
and it's over. The cops get involved and everyone hates the guy because he's a "woman beater" or whatever. | 
don't support that and | definitely don't hit girls, but as soon as a chick hits a dude, she's strong? He's weak? 
He's a pussy? Seems like a double standard, which Axl has been experiencing his entire fucking life. | was sick 


of it, | can't imagine how he felt about it. 


| really can't imagine it. | understand Axl like nobody else can, but it doesn't make us similar. | hold onto things 
and eventually become numb to everything, if this happened to me, I'd just shoot up and forget about it. Axl 
isn't like that. Axl is confrontational, pissed off, and ready to beat the shit out of anyone at a moments notice. 


At the same time, he takes a lot of shit and l'm the only one that can calm him. That's why he called me. 

At this point he was sobbing. It was a very unusual thing to see. It reminded me of the night he came to my 
house (as he usually did) and told me his entire childhood story. He managed to finish it but then he cried for 
an hour. I'd give you details, but I'm not allowed to tell anyone about it. Let's just say | cried too, and like | said, 
l'm numb. 

"Its not your fault,” | told him. "None of this shit is your fault" 

"Yeah, but | got involved with the cunt. Now I'm in love and | can't get out," he whispered. 

"Listen, angel. Beating you isn't fucking acceptable. | don't care who it is, but you need to dump her ass." 

"| wish | could" 


"You can do anything. Your band is signed with Geffen" 


That didn't help. In fact, it made him cry more. | did the only thing that worked last time he was like this. | 
kissed him. It was sloppy and kind of rough, but it lasted a while before | pulled away and pushed his hair out 
of his face. His hands were shaking. He wasn't in tears anymore but they were drying on his cheeks. | wiped 
them away and started the car. 


The rest of the car ride was silent. 

*% 

"| have no fucking clue what's missing," Duff groaned. "But there's something. | can hear it" 

"What do you hear?" 

"| don't know!" He threw himself back into the couch and covered his face with his arm. 

"Bass solo.” 

"Fuck off," he said, smiling. We were adding the finishing touches to the album, solos, going over parts we 
wanted to fix, and this song in particular wasn't finished, along with another Axl said he had great lyrics for 


but wouldn't show us. | heard the studio door slam shut, followed by "Hey! Are you guys here?!" 


"We're in here," Duff called out. Axl was writing and didn't look up until Adrianna came storming in the door, 


pissed off as hell. She leaned against the door frame. 

"Steven cheated on me," she huffed. "tm so fucking done with him!" 

Axl had this unusual smirk on his face. He was stoned as hell, so | didn't think anything of it 
"| have an idea," he said. "Adrianna Want the ultimate fucking revenge?" 


"Um, yes." She pulled a wine bottle out of the paper bag she was holding. "And fast, | wanna fucking kill the 
bitch he slept with." 


mere" He got up and went in the studio. She followed him and | looked at Duff once the door closed 
"| can't believe Steven’ 

"| can," | said. "She's kind of insane 

"Stradlin, you're the most insane person I've ever met, so don't be so hypocritical’ 

"Hey, thanks. 

He sat up and lit a cigarette. Axl walked out of the room, but Adrianna was still in there. 


‘lm gonna need to turn the lights off, and can you start recording?" He asked. 


"Yeah," Duff said. "Why do you need to--" 
"Just record" He went back in and shut the lights. Duff cranked the volume on the backing track and started 
recording. He was good at that. | honestly had no idea how the recording process went or what buttons to 


push, but Duff had taken classes on it so he knew enough to be here without our producer. 


| shut my eyes and listened to the song. It sounded so amazing. Originally, Duff and Slash and Steven had 
written it, but | think their vision really came to life with it. Or even beyond that. 


| started hearing moaning. | opened my eyes. 

"Is he..?" 

"Oh yeah," Duff said, looking inside the studio window. "If Steven finds out he's gonna be so fucking pissed." 

| smirked. "He won't find out." Not only was this revenge for Adrianna, but Axl had got in another fight with 
Erin, who he didn't dump like | told him to. On top of that, he wrote his dumbass ballad song about her, "Sweet 


Child O Mine" or whatever the fuck he called it. | hated it. | liked the main riff Slash created. 


Once the song stopped, we could still hear them, until Adrianna was screaming and Axl was making it obvious 


he was cumming. Okay, maybe | know what it sounds like. That's a story for another time. 


When they did come out of the studio, Duff and | just broke into fits of laughter and we couldn't stop. 
Adrianna took off and Axl just stared at us. 


"She's forever gonna be branded as the rocket queen of sunset strip," Duff finally said. 
"No way. Nobody will find out about that," Axl told him as he zipped up his jeans. 
*% 


Aside from rock and roll, blues was a huge influence on me. | was never a traveler besides going from 


Fuckayette to LA, but | was fascinated by the free spirit idea. Maybe that's why Duff called me the gypsy. 


| was outside on my porch, playing some blues riff on my acoustic guitar. Like | had mentioned, | ended up 
moving down the street from Sixx in Van Nuys, but | wasn't quite in Van Nuys. | started seeing him more 
often, like last night, he shot me up and we passed out together in his bathroom. That was the most fun I'd 


had in a long time. 
| didn't even realize Axl had walked up to the porch. It freaked me out. | nearly dropped my guitar. 


"What the fuck, man. You scared the shit out of me." 


"And you scared me when you didn't answer your phone all day yesterday or today," he said. He was staring at 


me. Axl is very clingy. 

‘lve been out here." | was only half-lying. 
"Yeah?" He sat in front of me. 

"Yeah." 


"And where did you get that?" He asked, pointing to the track marks on my arm. My heart dropped. Shit. 
Fucking shit! 


"They're mosquito bites." | covered my arm. "You may not wanna hang out over here. They're everywhere." 


He was silent. "Okay. Let's go inside." He got up and went in. | didn't get up. | was mortified. | told him | quit 


when we moved. 
"Are you coming inside?" He asked. "I'm starving and | don't wanna deal with Erin today." 
"Yeah." | got up and went inside after him. He just went to the kitchen and changed the subject. 


Either Axl was stupid and believed me, or he knew | was lying. And trust me..Axl Rose is not stupid. 


Pretty fucked up 


Author's Notes: 
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Hello. Hs me. The one Izzy's been talking about like, nonstop. What did he refer to me as? The raging readhead? 


That one. Axl. You weren't expecting me, were ya? 


| met Izzy Stradlin in lOth grade when | was barely I5 and | went off on the teacher for telling me | was going 
to hell because of some comment | made about religion. | don't even know what it was, but he didn't like it. If 


there's any advice I've taken over the years, it's from that homeless guy outside the record store in 


Lafayette that told me "hey kid, don't take shit from anyone". 


| didn't take their shit. | busted outta the classroom and tore through the halls. Izzy caught my attention then, 


and at lunch he sat with me. I've never left his side since. Oh, except for the fact that he abandoned me for a 


good full year but | busted outta Lafayette too. And | found that fucker. 


It took all | had, literally. A broken guitar that | sold to some girl, the only hot girl | had seen in Lafayette 
besides the ones on the magazines. She looked like a less fucked up version of Nancy Spungen and she was way 
too old for me, which turned me on even more. | also sold all my records that I'd stolen from that store back 


to them, and | had a good sixty five bucks. Yeah. They bought every record for a dollar. 


So | manage to get this trucker to drive me to his next stop in St. Louis, and when we got there he said he'd 
bring me to the next town if | did him a favor, but he wouldn't tell me what the favor was. | smoked the half 
of a joint I'd saved and | passed out. Then, | wake up with the dude on top of me. | caught him between the wall 
and the closet door in the hotel and nearly killed him. | didn't take his shit. 


Long story short, | had to get a bus ride..well, multiple bus rides, all the way to Mesa, Arizona. | barely had 
any money left and | scraped up what | had, gave it to the lady at the counter at the bus stop and seduced 
the rest of the money out of her. She gave me a ticket to Los Angeles in the end. 


| was too nervous to sleep, so | get there and I'm tired as fucking hell, and a little bit drunk from the wine | 
stole at the convince store across the street from the bus stop. | stepped out on the street and | couldn't 
move. This is what I've been waiting for since | was a little kid Now | wouldn't get beat for having long hair, I'd 
get laid. | wouldn't get smacked for singing, I'd get in a band. | wouldn't cry because | missed my best friend, I'd 


cry because | found him. 


| did end up finding him, just wandering down the street. | jumped on him, screamed his name, told him | missed 
him, and punched him in the mouth, but not quite in that order. Then he took me to his place and | had to deal 
with this tall, long legged brunette that Izzy was so obsessed with. No, I'm talking about Nadir from fucking 
London, not a hot chick. | guess he came close. We didn't like each other. In fact, he tried to kill me and | 
whacked him with a street sign, but that was long after Izzy left him for me. That's what started it all. What 
can | say? l'm cuter. And | can write a better fucking song than he can. Whatever. That's all old. 


| met this totally hot girl that reminded me of the girl from the record store, the way she talked to me and 
was so sweet to me. | was confused. Was she actually interested in me? She was way hotter than record 
store girl, though. And she was my age. We hooked up one night and | asked her to be my girlfriend and we've 


been lovers and haters ever since. 


Izzy and | left Hollywood Rose and formed Guns n Roses, which is what we have now. We got signed, recorded 

an album, once song which was about my girlfriend that Izzy did not approve of but played it anyway, and had 
a tour planned. | didn't know if Izzy knew or not, since he wouldn't answer my fucking call, but our tour dates 

were booked and we were set. | got in fight with my girlfriend and after a day of Izzy not answering | just 


decided to go over there. 


| saw him out on his balcony. Let me tell you about Izzy Stradlin, he was the most amazing thing | had ever 
seen in Lafayette. Or anywhere. He has pale porcelain skin, black hair, eyes that will make you feel completely 
exposed and vulnerable every time he looks at you because he's looking that deep into you, he wears all black 
and he's basically the lovechild of Keith Richards and a punk gypsy. Can you picture it? You're probably 
picturing Izzy. He loves the blues and maybe that's where he gets his deep emotional side rather than the cold 
hearted rock and roll image he puts out there. Oops, maybe | said too much. 


I've been completely head over heels for Izzy Stradlin since the first time | saw him. His attitude changed me. 
The way he cared about me changed me. | no longer stared at the razor blade my sister used to shave and 
think to myself, | could kill myself with that and my problems would be over. | started thinking, | could kill 
myself but Izzy would probably miss me. | wasn't cold and crying alone in my bed at night, | could sneak out of 
my window and run to him. He gave me shelter. He listened to my annoying ass problems and put ice on my 
black eyes and wash my cuts before they got infected He'd hold me until | fell asleep, and then put me in his 
bed and cover me with an actual blanket instead of a torn up old sheet with blood stains on it. Izzy loved me, | 
finally felt love instead of reading about it at school and wishing | knew what it was like. I'd see groups of 
people at school and | could bet anything they didn't have what | did. They didn't have someone that loved them 


as much as Izzy loved me. 


See, he's not some heartless rhythm guitar player that'll knock your teeth out. Okay, maybe he is, but not to 


me. 


My first kiss? Izzy. It was an accident. | was crying and | couldn't stop. | didn't know what was wrong with me, 
it was like there was a hole in the dam of my tears and nobody could patch it up. Then he grabbed my face, 
and it scared me because my step father would do that before he spit on me, but instead Izzy looked deep 
into my eyes, wiped my tears and kissed me. | stopped crying. The dam was patched up. He pulled away and | 


went back for more. | didn't know what | was doing until he showed me without telling me. It was amazing. It 
never happened again until Erin kicked me out and again, | couldn't stop crying. It was pulled over on the side of 
the road. This time | knew what to do, | knew how to kiss him. Then we were silent. 


Where was |? Oh yeah. The balcony. | walked up to him and scared the shit out of him because he wasn't 


expecting me and all | could do was laugh. 
"What the fuck man? You scared the shit outta me." 


"And you scared me when you didn't answer your phone all day yesterday or today." | sat in front of him. | 
wanted to watch him play and tell him how much | love it when he plays the blues but he stopped. 


"le been out here.” Something was off. 
"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." Okay, now move on? Nope. Not when | looked at his arms. They were bruised and there were enough 
tiny scabs to tell what he was doing. "| used to do a little but a little wouldn't do it"? Yeah, that's about Izz. He 


doesn't know. 


"What's that?" | asked bluntly, looking right at his fucking track marks. He told me he was quitting. Izzy doesn't 
lie to me, so for a moment | questioned everything, but then | remembered it's a fucking drug and he can't 


help but lie. 


"They're mosquito bites," he told me. He covered them up. "You may not wanna be out here. They're 


everywhere.” 

| didn't see a single one, and if I'm not mistaken, bites are big swollen puffy things, not bruises from stabbing 
yourself with a needle. Not to mention the fact that his eyes were lidded and he was fucking high as shit, but 
| wasn't gonna point it out, not yet. 

We were signed and the album was out and the money was coming in. | thought everything was working out. | 
thought we'd finally have something, not just a shaggy apartment in Hollywood, desperate for gigs. Little did | 
know when we had nothing, Izzy had nothing. And now, Izzy could afford anything he wanted. 


* 


After the incident a few days ago, | hadn't talked to him much. He wasn't answering me again. So, naturally, | 
went by his house and knocked on the door. 


Nothing. 


There was a red Ferrari in the driveway. As far as | knew, Izzy didn't have a Ferrari. | knocked again, and as | 


expected, nothing. 
Well, the dumbass left his door open, so | walked right in 
"122?" | called out. "Izzy?" 


Silence. | could faintly hear music upstairs. | followed it and his room door was shut. The lights in the house 
were off. | opened it. 


| see Izzy passed out on the bed, needle next to him. And | see none other than Nikki Sixx, laying upside down, 
right fucking next to him. He was awake, but it didn't fucking occur to him that | was standing in the doorway. 


| looked at my Izzy again and my stomach turned. What the fuck is he doing to himself? 


| slammed the door shut and left his house before he could wake up and try to make a sorry ass excuse. | 


knew where | was going now, the only other dude | could talk to. 


Slash. 


You're fucking crazy 


Here's one thing | don't like. Being dominated. | fucking hate it, in fact. Sure, | let people say whatever until they 
start talking shit, but that's because | hate drama. Axl wasn't one to submit to anyone, but me, and | think 


that brought us even closer, because | can't stand it when people try to dominate me, including sexually. 

I've been there, done that. It makes me so uncomfortable. Powerless. Useless. Maybe it's because | hate feeling 
useless and powerless, as I've felt my entire life up until | moved to Los Amgeles. | was no longer Jeff. | was 
Izzy Stradlin 

Naturally, Nikki Sixx was that way as well. You can tell by his personality. Unlike me, he loves drama. If he 
didn't have drama, he'd be bored. It's interesting (to say the least) when we hook up, but we both secretly 
enjoy it. That's why my back hurt so bad, because as we were fighting for dominance we rolled off the bed 
and he landed on top of me. Then we started laughing. Then we did more drugs. 

He was talking about some guy that walked in the room and then ran away. | just looked at him. OF course he 
was seeing people, he sees people in his backyard practically every day. | was just glad he didn't have his gun 
to do damage. 

| wasn't even that high. | was just really tired and | saw him." 

"You were tired." 

‘Izzy, | saw someone!" 

"The doors and windows are locked." | blew smoke from my lips. "You're fuckin’ crazy." 

"| can't believe you don't believe me." 

"Believe it." 

"Fuck you." 

| smirked at him and he sat up and licked my lips. | grabbed his hair and pulled him into a kiss. 


* 


| stole a pair of binoculars from school when | was sixteen. Axl and | would ditch math class and run to the 
next neighborhood over. We'd climb up a tree and trade off the binoculars, watching this random broad get 
ready for work with her curtains open. She had huge tits and a pretty face. She'd get out of the shower, drop 
her towel, do her makeup in the mirror and then get dressed. | think she figured out some teenage boys were 


spying on her after a while so she did it on purpose, unless chicks play with their tits on a daily basis and 


make a show out of it. If that's true, | love girls even more than | do now. She'd make me drool, and Axl too. 


We were teenage boys in the middle of fucking nowhere, we didn't have much to entertain ourselves. 


Some lady figured us out one day and yelled at us. It scared the shit out of Axl and he fell backward out of 
the tree. The lady ran away because she probably felt bad. Axl was making some sound that | couldn't tell if 
he was laughing or crying, but he just laid in the dirt and didn't move. | crawled down and stood overtop of 


him. 
"Will?" 


He was laughing. He was laughing so much, there were tears in his eyes. "I screamed like a little girl," he 


managed. 
"Yeah..you did" | just smiled and lit up a cigarette. He finally sat up and wiped his eyes. | brushed the dirt off 
his shoulders and back and we kept watching her, through the bushes this time. She totally knew we were 


there. That's when | knew | loved women that were too old for me. 


* 


"I know what you were doing," Axl growled. "I know all about everything you do- | even know who you buy 


from" 

"What is it that | do?" | asked him, not moving from where | was perched up on the counter, chain smoking. Axl 
was pacing in my kitchen. | shouldn't have let him in when | saw the smoke coming out of his ears and rising, 
but | never listen to myself, or anyone for that matter. 

"You fucking shoot up with Nikki Sixx!" He yelled at me like | didn't know. 

| said nothing. "And you found out all this information from..2" 


"Slash." 


Slash. That fucker. Asshole! He does this shit tool | can't believe he went off and told Axl everything. What the 
fuck?! It must've been expensive to get this outta him. That's a lot of booze. 


"Okay, so now you know | still do it. There. | told you. Are you done now?" | groaned. 
"No! You have to go into rehab!" 


"Shut the fuck up," | groaned. He didn't like that. He picked up a candle off the table and threw it at me, missing 
me by like an inch. | put out the cigarette and got off the counter. | picked up the candle. 


"Don't throw shit at me," | told him. Right as | said it, he threw the whole ashtray at me. It bounced off the 


cabinets and shattered on the floor. If that had hit me, | probably would've been knocked out or had a broken 


nose. | walked up to him and pinned his hands to his sides. 

"Stop it" 

"Let go of me," he growled in my face. "I won't stop until you say you'll go." 

"It has nothing to do with you, so stay the fuck outta my drug business." | tightened my grip on him. He body 
slammed me and | fell back against the counter. He tried to tackle me but | pushed his shoulder back and he 
ran into the table, knocking pretty much everything over. 

"Dammit," | sighed. He didn't stop. He wanted to hurt me. | grabbed him by the hair and he pulled me down to 
the floor and started kicking me in the stomach. It knocked the wind out of me. | grabbed his legs and yanked 
him down to the floor. | leaned over him and he punched me in the face. | could feel the blood pouring down 


from my nose. 


| looked down and saw blood. | wiped my face, and saw blood. | bet he broke my fucking nose. | pinned his 
shoulders to the ground and held his face. 


"I told you. Fucking stop it.” 


"No!" He was thrashing around. | grabbed him by the throat and pinned him back. He stopped moving. Asshole. 


As soon as you gain control, he gives in. 

"IIl sit here and choke you the fuck out of you don't cool it," | told him. | tightened my hand and he made a 
gagging sound. His eyes filled up with tears and he closed them. | smacked him. He opened his eyes again. | 
looked into them and saw the look of fear he'd come to my window with every night. | let go of him 
immediately and he started coughing. 


"I'm so sorry, | completely forgot," | told him. 


"Forgot that I'd get choked out every night? Thanks so much, Izz. No really, thanks." He wiped his eyes. | held 
him against my chest and let him sniffle. 


‘I'm sorry," | repeated. He nodded. 


"| guess I'll leave you the fuck alone." 


You wanna play, you gotta pay... 
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Did | ever tell you why | moved out of Lafayette? The full story, detail and all? | didn't think | could, but Axl 
did it, so here we go. 

"What is this?" My mother had screamed. | was scared for her safety, concerned she found something that 
could hurt her or a note from my father who was stalking her. So, | ran upstairs. | was shocked to find 
nothing but my box with my cigarettes, weed and acid. She threw it on the bed and started yelling at me. 
"Jeffrey, you're such a fucking dumbass! | can't believe you!" 

Okay, so she was in a bad mood. She had been through a divorce and I'm sure finding my shit wasn't the best, 
but what did she expect, that | just cope with it sober? No way. | couldn't cope with anything sober anymore, 
not even school. | hated everything but her and Axl and my guitar. 

‘I'm sorry," | told her. Usually, it would calm her and we'd have a talk but not this time. She shuffled through 
everything and then picked up the box and threw it at me. | dodged it and | saw a flare in her eyes like | never 
had before. She walked up to me and pushed me against the wall. 

"You're sorry? You're not sorry." 


"Mom=~" 


‘If you were sorry, you wouldn't be hurting me like this. You wouldn't do this in the first place. Is that why 


half the wine was gone? Is that why you're always gone every fucking weekend? You're ruining yourself!" 


She slapped me across the face and showed no remorse. She was going to do it again but | hit her hand out of 


the way and it made it worse. 


"Your academics! You're not going to be anybody when you're a druggie!" She turned around. "I know what did 


this to you.” 


"Mom!" 


She picked up the Black Sabbath album | had and snapped it in half. Right in fucking half. She went for my 
acoustic but | got between them. 


“Stop it, mom" 

"Fuck you, Jeffrey!" She shoved me out of the way and grabbed the guitar and swung it at me. She hit me 
across the face with it and it stung bad and she broke it against the wall. She proceeded to grab me by my 
neck and dig her nails in. 

"My son isn’t a loser like his father," she growled. "You aren't my son anymore." 

| was crying. "| don't want to be." 

"What?!" She slammed my head back and it hit the floor. "What did you say?" 

"| don't wanna be your fucking son anymore you psycho bitch!" 

She did everything she could to hurt me. She beat the shit out of me until | was bleeding. She yanked my hair 
out. She even beat me with the remains of the guitar. | finally got her off of me and | grabbed the baggies of 
drugs and ran outside. It was fairly early, only about eight. Axl would be over in a couple hours. | wouldn't be 


there. | was done. 


| sobbed as | ran away from the house and five miles to the park. | saw some guys from school that flagged 
me down immediately. 


"Jeff, hey!" 


"You guys wanna buy?" | asked them, wasting no time. | held out the bag of weed and a few tabs of acid and 
they exchanged glances. My hands were shaking and when | got no answer, | stuffed them back in my pockets. | 
was fighting my sobs back. | was glad it was dark. 


"We'll each give you twenty," he told me. There was four of them. It was perfect. | pulled the drugs back out 
and handed it to them after | collected the money. It wasn't my first drug deal, but it was certainly my last in 


Lafay-fucking-ette. | was on a bus the next morning, | even had enough to buy a pack of cigarettes. 
That's my story. | was betrayed by someone | always thought loved me. I'd never be anybody, she told me. | 
made it to the top five album sales of all time. I'm a junkie, she said. | did heroin | was a true junkie now, and 


there was nothing she could do to stop it. It made me feel powerful. 


| pulled the cigarette away from my lips and stared at the callouses on my hands. | was telling you all of this 
so | didn't hear a word Sixx said, but | was on the bed shooting up with him. 


"They both have red hair, they're both sneaky as fuck, they're both vicious and they hate everything. They're 


not affectionate. They have cute faces but they're total cunts. They make similar sounds, in fact, and they 
both whine all the fucking time. I'm telling you, its true." 


"Wait, who?" 

"Axl and foxes.” 

Did | hear that right?.. | had to have. | just laughed and raised an eyebrow at Sixx. 
"You're so fucking weird." 

‘It's sexy," he said, smirking. | agreed with him and then shot up. 


Speaking of betrayal, | choked Axl because he reminded me of my mom. I'm sure | reminded him of his step 


dad in that situation and | regretted it so much. 
"| did something fucked up," | breathed. 
"What.2" 


| got mad at him and tried to strangle him and it was exactly like his past..the shit his parents did to him.. l'm 
like, all he's got" 


Nikki stared at me. "Yeah. That is a bit fucked up." 


"So what do | do?" | felt the ecstasy hitting me but | still thought about this. | fucked up so bad. How was he 
gonna face me, speak to me? What do | say to him? Do | say anything to him? 


"Why did you do it?" Nikki asked, playing with the strings attached to his shirt. "Like, what did he do? | know 


you don't snap easily." 
"He just..told me he saw us and called me a junkie and tried to beat the truth outta me." 


"I told you | saw him!" Nikki sat up. "You're not in the wrong here. It's him. That's none of his business. Why did 


he come in my fuckin’ house anyway?!" 

"He was looking for me." | shut my eyes. "He doesn't have much.he just has me." 

"Oh, and a number one album." 

"Yeah but don't you get that feeling of loneliness and emptiness? It doesn't matter if you have all the fans or 


all the album sales..you can still sit in your big mansion on a pile of money signing records for excited girls but 


that emptiness never truly goes away." 


Nikki looked away from me. 
‘I'm sorry," | said. "Why do | keep fucking up?" 


He laughed a bit. "I agree.| understand you. Just tell him you didn't mean it and there's a reason why you 


snapped.and not to come in my fucking house again" 
| smiled and kissed the side of his head. 
"He's got Slash too, doesn't he?" 


| felt something. didn't know what. My grip on the sheet tightened. | wasn't in my happy place anymore. Slash? 


He has someone else besides me? Was | fucking jealous? 
zas 

"Yeah, he's got Slash..not for fucking long." 
"Huh?" 


| bet that son of a bitch is talking shit about me right fuckin now, Sixx. He isn't allowed to have anyone but 


me. He comes to me. He..belongs to me." 

Slash was worse than | am! He does this shit more than | do! What would Axl have in him that he doesn't have 
with me? Nothing. Not a fucking thing. I've always been there for him no matter what, and just because | 
snapped one fucking time does not make me public enemy. Axl can take a beating. Yeah, | felt fuckin’ bad. But 
Axl is mine. 

| got up and kissed Nikki's forehead. 

"| gotta go," | told him. He pouted. 

"But you'll be back?" 

"Yeah, babe." 

"Leave your shit here?" He asked me. | nodded. 


* 


| knocked. | could hear shit moving and doors closing. | knocked again, harder. The door finally opened and Erin 
smiled at me. 


"Hey." She leaned up against the door. She had the physical shape of a Barbie doll and her hair was like curled 
silk. Her eyes were painted glass and her skin was silky like her hair, just a little tanned. She had on tiny shorts 
and a tank top with no bra Fuck, how did Axl get her?! 

"Helloooo, shit. Sorry." Why was | here again? She laughed and touched my chin. 

"Eyes up here, sweetheart. Whatcha need?" 


"Uh... Axl. That's right, is he here?" 


"Actually, no. Can't you tell by how peaceful it is?" She laughed again. Her teeth were so white and so perfect. 
"He hasn't been here since yesterday. | thought he was going to spend the night with you." 


"Did he say that?" 
"Say what, hun?" 

"That he was coming to my place?" 
"Oh, yeah. He lied to me didn't he?" 
| sighed. "Kinda.he took off on me. 


"Hm. Dick" She flipped her hair. "Well, I'm sure you know where's he at.he wouldn't sleep on the streets. I'm 


surprised he stayed out if he wasn't with you." She thought for a moment. "You check with Slash?" 
| felt that coldness and jealousy pump through my veins again. "No." 


"You should" She pushed a piece of my hair back and kissed my hand. "I was on the phone, so | gotta go. Sorry, 
sweets." 


"Its good.l'll see ya" 


She closed the door and once she was in the next room | bolted to my car and peeled out. | sped all the way to 
Slash. | got up to the door and pounded on it. 


It took him a few moments to open the door, but when he did | could tell he was wasted. "Hey, Izz" 


"Is Axl here?" | asked him. | would be gentle with him because he didn't fuckin’ know. Axl, though? He should've 
fucking known. 


"Uh..yeah, somewhere." 


| could tell he was contemplating lying to me or not. 

"You gonna let me in?" 

"Oh yeah," he slurred and moved out of the way. We both laughed. 

"Can | look for him?" 

"Oh yeah, feel free. I'm just gonna go to my room.. You want any Jack?" 

| shook my head. "Thanks though." 

| started for the bathroom and | was positive he was in there. | knocked on the door. 
"Yeah?" 

| did my best "completely hammered Slash" impression. "What's up, man?" 
"Uh. just in a little pain is all." 

| shuttered. That was my fault. 

"Open up?" 

He did, and when he saw me he nearly screamed. "What the fuck?!" 


"What the fuck are you doing?" | snapped. "What makes you think you can run off and go to others and not 


me? Am | not good enough?!" 


"You did this to me!" He pointed to the giant bruise on his neck and the scratch on his face. | had my share of 


bruises and scabs too, not just the ones on my arms thank you very much. 
So?! l'm sorry, okay?" 


"Oh you're sorry? That fixes everything. Forget the fact that you gave me flashbacks of what my stepfather 
did that you don't even know about. Fuck it. You're sorry so everything is okay.’ 


"An apology isn't good enough, then? I'm really fucking sorry, alright? You pushed me and you scared me and | 


snapped. It was out of line." 


He stared at me. "And yet you still blame me?" 


"You pushed me!" 
"You're such a fucking junkie, Izzy. You're not Jeffrey anymore. | don't know if | like Izzy" 
"What?" | half whispered 

"Ill make it clear. | miss Jeffrey. You changed! 

"You changed too." 


"For the better" He got closer. "I didn't stoop to fucking heroin and | had it worse off than you. You never got 


beat. You never witnessed anything | did. I've been traumatized to a degree you will never understand” 
"| never got beat?" | asked. "You don't fucking know what I've been though because | never told you." 
"You lied to me?" He asked. He looked hurt. 


"No.l just didn't wanna put my problems on you because you needed someone as comfort, not someone to 


worry about." 
He just stared at me. 
"Why do you always have to be the victim?" | growled at him. 
He kept staring at me. 


"You are not the same guy | fell in love with," he said. With that, he left me alone. | got out of there before | 
destroyed anything. 


Self destruction was the only was out of this one. 


Bottom of a bottle 
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Ch 08 

"You're not the same guy | fell in love with." 

| kept hearing it play back in my head. It was driving me insane. | closed my eyes and heard it. | opened my 
eyes and heard it. No matter what | did, | heard Axl. Not only had he confessed what | had been expecting him 
to, but he also took it back all in ten little fucking words: 

"You're not the same guy | fell in love with." 

| could shoot myself in the fuckin’ head. 

| was chain smoking alone. | didn't want to shoot up for once. | didn't even want to smoke any crack or weed, | 
just wanted cigarettes and booze. | only had cigarettes. | heard the phone ringing and | got up, maybe it was 
Axl. 

"Yeah?" | answered. 

"Yeah," Duff mocked me. "Aye. l'm picking you up in 30" 


"No exercise," | pleaded. 


"None. | was thinking we could get hammered at the Rainbow, maybe hang out at the Whisky and be dicks to 


everyone. So 30?" 


"Sure," | told him. He hung up and | went to go get changed and actually brush my fucking hair but the words 
still played in my head, "you're not the same guy | fell in love with". 


It stung like a motherfucker. 


* 


"So now you're not on speaking terms?" Duff asked me as we walked. | nodded. | had told him most of the 


story, leaving out some major details like oh, | don't know, "hey duff, your singer admits to being in love with 


your guitar player but then takes it back". 
"I just don't get why." 
"Because | fucking strangled him!" 


"So what, it was his fault. Why is he making such a big deal out of it anyway?" He took a drag of his cigarette 


and stopped walking before we went inside the Rainbow. 

"Cause it used to happen to him almost every day," | sighed. "His step dad would beat the shit out of him and 
his mom would just watch. Once | went to his house to pick him up and he wasn't coming outside so | went up 
to the front door and | could hear him screaming and then everything went silent." God, | couldn't fucking say 
this. It was hurting me to talk about. "And when he came out his throat was all bruised and he was struggling 
to breathe. Fuck, Duff, | did the same shit to him. | put him through the same hell." 

"Well, maybe he deserved it" 

| didn't know how to answer that. Duff, you better not have kids.. 


He threw his cigarette down and walked inside. | followed him. | needed to get fucking drunk, thinking about this 


nonstop was starting to give me a migraine. 

"Hey guys," the waitress greeted us. "Haven't seen you in a while." 

"We were just gonna go to the bar," Duff told her. We walked around to the bar and sat down. 
"You know her?" | asked him. 


"Never seen her before in my life." 


| laughed. Duff is fucked up like the rest of us, he's pissed off, hates everyone, had a fucked up childhood.. But 


he can still make me laugh no matter what. That's something nobody else can do. 

Speaking of laughing, | was on my third shot of Jack and he was halfway through a bottle of vodka 

"How the fuck do you do that?" 

"What, drink? | don't know. How the fuck do you smoke crack and slam heroin?" 

"Don't say that too loud" He shrugged and went back to drinking. "Hey, | gotta use the bathroom, I'll be back" 


| got up and as soon as | did, the whiskey hit me. | hadn't had any booze in a long time. | managed to get to the 
staircase to go up to the restrooms, but a certain bratty redhead caught my eye. 


"No fucking way," | read his lips. We looked each other straight in the eyes at the same time. He was off in the 
booth in the corner, right next to Slash and Erin and some other girl. 


| stared at him for a moment before | backed up and walked straight to the fucking table. Maybe it was my 
jealousy, and maybe it was because | was was drunk, but something dragged me to him and make a complete 
fool of myself. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" 


"What are you talking about?" 


"You know exactly what I'm fucking talking about, dick," | spat. "You just fucking trade me out like this? You 


don't even call me?" 
Erin was looking between the both of us. 

"He's not trading you out," Slash ever so rudely interrupted. | glared at him. 
"You don't know what happened and you're not a part of this," | said 

"Uh, he told me what happened and l'm here right now so-~" 


"Shut the fuck up, Slash." | shot him a look that shut him up and made him look away from me. Why do you 
think he hides behind his hair? He's intimidated by shit like that. 


"Don't be rude to him," Axl snapped. | looked back at him and put my hands on the table. Duff mustve sensed 


that something was wrong since | never came back, because he was suddenly behind me. 

‘Iz, easy." 

This entire situation was pissing me off further than | thought. Firstly, it wasn't my fault that Axl called me a 
fucking junkie and threw shit at me and | snapped. Yeah, he did deserve it. He did deserve to be choked and 
maybe he did deserve all the fucking beatings he got as a kid, because he's a complete asshole. Not only that, 
but | apologized and he never once apologized for throwing shit at me and hitting me. Not once. He thinks it's 


my fault. He wants to play the victim. And now, he's trading me out for some drunk idiot. 


"You're right," | said. "I should be rude to you, not him. You did this to your fuckin’ self, and you didn't even 
apologize. You deserved getting choked out. Not just by me, but by your fucking step dad too." 


The look on his face was priceless. 


"And why are you with her, if you admit to loving me?" | spat. 


Axl stood up and decked me in the face. Oh yeah, that was definitely a black eye. | jumped over the table and 
clobbered him and it took both Slash and Duff to pull me off, on top of Erin smacking the shit out of both of 
us. The entire Rainbow was looking at us, looking at me and Axl. | felt like we were back in school in Indiana, 
when we walked in with our wannabe Steven Tyler and Joe Perry outfits and everyone stared at us. It gave me 


a fucking chill. 


| was still too drunk to comprehend the damage | just did to our friendship. He just got up and walked out. He 
didn't say anything or look at anyone. 


"You're bleeding," Duff told me. 
"No shit." 


| never did go to the bathroom. | turned and glared at the entire audience of people watching us and thanked 


Sid Vicious above that there were no cameras. Fuck. 


After | cleaned my face up in the bathroom, as soon as | walked out |, quite literally, ran into this brunette 


with smeared red lipstick and blue eyes that made me freeze. Holy shit. She was hot, to say the least. 
"Are you okay?" She asked me. "I saw what happened." 
"Oh yeah, I'm good. Are you? Your lipstick is a little smeared." 


"Oh shit, | didn't know." 


"Yeah." | wiped it with my thumb and we stared into each other's eyes. | couldn't stop looking at hers. She was 


so gorgeous and the more | looked at her the harder it was to look away. 
"Sorry," | said. "I didn't mean to--" 

"No, it's okay..what's your name?" 

"Uh.|zzy. Stradlin. Yours?" 

"Tawney." 

"Are you with your friends?" 

"They left, | don't have a ride--" 


"You wanna come back to my place?" 


She smiled. "Thought you'd never ask." 


Dumbass. 


Author's Notes: 

Short chapter. I'm sorry. | have a headache from not sleeping and | can't sleep. The sun is coming up. There's a 
POV switch in this one, half is Axl and half is Izzy. 

| met my favorite band today, maybe that's why | can't sleep.. 


Hope you enjoy this one. Again I'm sorry its so short.. 


I'm about to take you somewhere you don't wanna go- the dark, awful, worst parts of my mind. It's cold and 


lonely there. It's dangerous, too. 


| always looked at Izzy as more than my best friend He was my savior. He was everything to me, and | had a 
slight overwhelming desire to just.tell him. Tell him that | loved him. | never did. Izzy had helped me out in my 
home life in more ways besides allowing me to come to his window to escape it at night: | could drown myself 
in the constant thoughts of Izzy instead of thinking about how badly | was gonna get beaten when | got home 
or wondering if he did it to my mom too. Fucked up, isn't it? And all this time, he's had no idea he did that to 
me. | felt insane. | felt stupid and wrong but hey, | didn't actually like him in that way..at least | refused to 
believe | did. | never had a girlfriend before because no girl ever sparked my interest, and even if they did, 
who would go out with the freak of nature? It wasn't my fault that | fell so hard. He understood me, and he 


was the only one that | felt actually loved me for who | was. In fact, | mentioned it to him. 
"You mean a lot to me," | had told him. 
"Why's that?" 


"You're there no matter what..you're the first person | believe likes me for me. You know? You're the only 


person around here that's not shit" 


| regretted it. | felt selfish for saying it, and | almost let on to the actual feelings | was having. He just laughed. 
He just fucking laughed. 


‘I'm totally shit, kid" He sat up from the grass he was laying in 

| never did say anything to that. | changed the subject. 

| avoided Erin and | avoided Slash and | avoided Duff, but above all, | avoided Izzy. | couldn't believe what he said 
to me. After everything he's seen, claimed to disagree with, and saved me from.he says that. | couldn't tell if 


it was drunken honesty or he just had no idea what he was talking about. Did Izzy hate me, all this time? What 
did | do wrong to make everybody hate me? 


| covered my face with a pillow and closed my eyes. Maybe I'll suffocate and die here, ‘cause | got nothing left 


to lose. 


** 
POV switch - lzzy 


| woke up to an unfamiliar sight around me. The sheets weren't silk, and they weren't red and soft, so | wasn't 


in my house or Nikki's house. The fuck? 
| sat up and instantly regretted it as the hangover kicked in. | rubbed my face. | pushed into my eyes, but it 


didn't relieve any tension, so | forced myself to peel them open and look around. No, | didn't remember this 


place at all. | looked down and saw the brunette beauty | found at the bar, and the memories flooded in.. Oh. 
Somehow | ended up in her house. Somehow, | ended up naked, and from the looks of it, she was too. Oh shit. | 
remember having her on her back and hearing her scream for me and fuck, she was amazing at giving head. | 
pushed hair out of her face and reveled her features. Usually alcohol makes people more attractive, but 
nothing changed with her. She probably couldn't get any more attractive without being a lethal weapon if you 
just looked at her. Talk about looks that kill. 


As far as | saw, there was no heroin or wine in sight. Sigh. Not everyone is like Nikki. | did see a pack of 


cigarettes, but | didn't have a lighter. 

What was this chick's name again? Taylor? Teresa?.. Tawney. That was it 

She stirred and moved and | saw her tits again and wow, | thought Axl was lucky.. 
Axl, Fuck What did | fucking do this time?! 


| thought hard. | remember seeing him with Slash and getting pissed of f..yelling.my eye hurt. Shit, he gave me 
a black eye, didn't he? Why? Why did we fight again? 


Then it clicked. | told him he deserved it. | told him he deserved what his stepdad gave him. He walked out and 
so did |. We didn't look at each other once. Fuck, I've really fucked up this time! 


| leaned over the bed and pulled my jeans back on. | needed to get Axl. | needed to call him, see him, hold 
him..something. Anything he needed. 


Then those pretty blue eyes met mine and somehow | was next to her again, kissing her. 
"Cigarette?" She asked. 


"In a minute," | mumbled, kissing her neck everywhere. Jeez, when do | turn down a cigarette? Its like she had 


a spell on me. 


‘Iz, you're so cute. | think | really like you." 
"I really like you, too." 


"My boyfriend cheated on me. You wouldn't do that, would you? You know I'd give you everything.all | have to 
offer." 


| stared at her. "You know, babe, | don't do commitment." 
She looked saddened. 
"But if you're willing to try me, I'll try for you." 


Her sad look faded and she kissed me again. | loved it. Every second of it. She was so fucking perfect, her lips 


were so soft, like a rose. 


A rose. 


Axl.. Axl who? 


Don't cry.. 


Author's Notes: 
Some Izzy/Axl action to make up for their drama. Dysfunction at its finest. Whoop whoop! Lil bit of smut- 
didn't make it very detailed Any of you guys like Ratt? 


It had been a month. 
One fucking month. 


| was having sex every other night with Tawney. God, | was in love with her. It seems | forgot that | hadn't 
seen my band in a month, besides Duff, who l'm sure spread the news. | hadn't played my guitar with my band 
at rehearsal in an entire month. That was too fucking long. | even let her watch me shoot up. She didn't really 


like it, but | never let anybody watch me except Nikki- who | hadn't seen either. 
Now the part you're wondering about. 


Axl. | haven't talked to him since the incident at the Rainbow. Duff told me Axl had preformed another one of 
his disappearing acts, his band as the audience. Nobody knows when he'll decide to reappear. That's just the 


way he is. Four weeks was kind of a long time, though. 


"Babe," | mumbled when Tawney stirred under the sheets. The smell of cigarettes probably woke her. She 
hardly smoked, but when she did, it was so hot. | could cum at the sight.. 


"Yeah?" She asked, not bothering to open her eyes. She grabbed my arm and wrapped her pretty fingers 
around it. She was flawless from head to toe. She had it all- she looked like an hourglass, her hair was a 
beautiful shade of brown and it was long and silky, her eyes were insane, she was tight as hell, and she had a 
beautiful singing voice. Sometimes she sang to me. Only if | couldn't sleep, but once | figured that out, I'd find a 
way to not be able to sleep almost every night. 


| gotta call the band.haven't seen them in a while." 

"| don't want you to," she said, opening her icey blue eyes and shocking me with her stare. She was an angel. 
"Why not?" 

‘| want you here with me..come on. Tell me you don't wanna stay here and touch me." She sat up, her hair 


draping around her like a soft curtain and her perfect sized tits naked. It's like she does it on purpose. She 


knows if she dangles the lamb in front of the wolf, he'll go for the kill. 


"Yeah | do," | sighed, rolling over on my side and offering her the cigarette. She took it, and there was my 


beautiful smoking woman. Goddamn! 

| kissed her hip. "I really do, but | gotta call them at least." 

"Do it later," she said. "I gotta mail some stuff, maybe you can do it then" 

"Okay," | agreed. | sat up with her and kissed her collarbone. She finished the cigarette and put it out. She got 
over top of me and kissed me again. You think men are addicted to sex, meet this woman. | was actually doing 
less heroin because of it. 

"Love you," | told her. 

"Love you too." 

*% 

| snuck out while she was asleep. Maybe it was wrong, but | had to do this. | put on jeans and a button down 
top and left. It was only about eight, but | was fucking tired. My sleeping schedule has been nonexistent the 
past month. 

| drove up to house and turned off my lights. | stopped the car and contemplated this. Should | do this, after | 
fucked up so bad? Why am | doing this now and not before? Why can't | go back in time? Why is Axl sitting on 
the porch crying? 


That stopped me. | got out of the car and walked as softly as | could. 


As | approached him, it was more and more obvious that he was an emotional disaster. | wasn't sure what to 


do, so | sat in front of him. 
"Angel," | said softy. He jumped and looked up at me. 

"Fucker. 

"Angel fucker. That's a cool band name 

He smiled through his tears. | got closer and wiped them off his face. 


"Where have you been?" He asked me. "You broke my fuckin’ nose and | haven't been able to congratulate you. 
I've been hit in the face many times and this is the first time it's been broken" 


‘I'm sorry," | told him. “I'm so fucking sorry for everything | said and did. | don't know why | did all that.” 


"| do, because you're jealous." 
"Yeah, maybe." | looked away. "What did you mean.when you said that one thing." 
"What one thing?" His voice got quiet, like he remembered but didn't want to tell me he did. 


"About loving me.." | managed. We couldn't look at each other. | could feel him getting tense. He was scared, and 


so was |. 

"Iz." He shook his head. "Erin left me." 

Subject change. 

"Everything inside reminds me of her. | can't fucking go inside. | don't know what to do." 
"You didn't answer me." 


| can't thinking right now," he whispered. The tears were starting to fall again. | stood up on my feet and 
touched his arm. 


"Don't cry..come here.” 


He followed me to my car. Somehow, we ended up in the backseat, talking about Erin and how he was going 
insane and couldn't go in the house. Every time he did, he'd cry, and it was starting to hurt him to cry. 


Everything hurt him. 

"Why didn't you call?" 

"| didn't wanna be the victim," he laughed. | didn't. | grabbed him and pulled him against me. | apologized again. | 
wiped his tears and he was starting to cry harder and sob against my chest so | kissed him to calm him down. 
He jumped and moved away from me. | stared at him and he came back to me and this time, for the first 
time, kissed me first. | ran my hand through his hair and he bit my lip. | pulled his hair a bit and pushed him 
back until he was on his back and we finally pulled away. | couldn't stop, | still wanted him, so | kissed his neck 
instead. My god, what am | doing? 

"Remember that one night in the abandoned--" 

"Yeah," | said between kisses. 

"That was the first time.." 


"Seriously?" 


"Yeah.first time with anyone, first time with you, first time | came." 
"Is that why you freaked out right before it happened?" 


"| don't know, its all a blur," he lied. | laughed and sat back, staring at him laying there and panting. | was just 


waiting... 

"Do it again," he finally said. | was on him. | was tearing his jeans off and | pulled off his cock and then | was 
doing this for a second time- jerking Axl Rose off. He tossed his head back. | knew what he liked and how he 
liked it and where he wanted my hands- at least | think | knew. | used a lot of spit and a lot of fast 
movements. He moaned, looked at me, then looked away. 


Was | really doing this? 


| remembered from last time. Before he cums, Axl breathes heavily and starts cussing. Then he'll get tense. 


Then he'll cum. It was only a matter of time after | started dirty talking him that he was breathing heavily. 
"Fuck, Izzy. Fuck" 

"You're fuckin’ hot, you know that? Damn 

"Shit.motherfucker, that's good. Yeah. Keep going, don't stop. Shit!" 

Just as | remembered, he tensed up. 

"im gonna cum. You might not want-—" 

"Do it, Axl. Cum for me." 


He looked at me and his eyes rolled back when he did cum. It got all over my hand and on his thighs. We were 
both panting. God, that was hot. That was very fucking hot. 


"| can't believe we did that," he mumbled" 

"Yeah..| don't know where to wipe my hand. 

"Lick it off?" 

We stared at each other, then at the same time, "no way". 

He handed me his shirt and | wiped it off there. He pulled his jeans back up. 


"| guess | gotta go inside now," he sighed. 


"td stay with you, but." 

He frowned. "What?" 

"I gotta get back to my girlfriend” 

"Oh." He looked a bit of confused and a bit of hurt. "I didn't know you had a girlfriend. Can | meet her?" 
"Yeah. You wanna come over? Just go get a shirt and--" 

He was already running back to the house. | laughed. He came back out as | was getting in the driver seat. 
Shit. Did | really just jerk him off..again? 

** 

"Who is that?" Tawney frowned. 

"This is Axl, you saw him at the Rainbow when we met. He's been my best friend for like.IO years?" 
"14" Axl said. 

"Right, 14 years. | figured you should meet." 


‘Oh, yeah. Hi." She smiled at him and glared at me. She was in tiny shorts and a t shirt. Axl was drooling. It was 
kind of funny. Now he knows how | felt when | met Erin. 


‘| was gonna say we could go out to the bar or something--" 

Tawney cut me off by grabbing my face and kissing me hard. Like she was trying to choke me with her 
tongue. She wrapped her arm around my neck and bit my lip pretty hard. It was unusual, but also pretty 
fucking hot. When she pulled away there was a string of saliva attached to both of our lips and she made a 
show of wiping it away. 


"Go. | don't wanna drink tonight" 


She walked away. Axl looked at me, and | looked at him. What the hell was that? 


The Threat 
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Axl and | went to the Cathouse. First, we got mobbed by people outside. Once we were inside, most people were 
watching the band so they didn't pay attention. Riki insisted he wouldn't let us pay for our drinks. He gave us 
shot glasses and a bottle of Jack. Axl did two shots and told me he couldn't handle anymore and poured shots 
for me. | lost count of how many | did, but | got so drunk | made out with the bartender and kept trying to sit 
in Axl's lap and he kept pushing me off until he finally gave up. | really wanted to lick him for some reason, but 
that's where he drew the line. 


He drove me back here and told me he'd give me my car back. He wouldn't allow me to drive. He mentioned 
something about going to a hotel because he didn't want to be home. 


| couldn't get my keys in the lock. | was trying so hard to unlock the door, but | was so wasted | had no idea 
what | was doing. The thing suddenly unlocked by itself. What the fuck? I'm magical.. 


Tawney opened it and looked me straight in the eyes. "What are you doing?" 
"Couldn't get the fuckin’ thing open," | slurred 

"That's because you're using your car keys," she told me. She pulled me inside. 
"| am?" | looked at them. Wow. "What would | do without ya" 

"Go out and get drunk like you did?" 


"Baaaaaabe | missed you," | told her. | really did. | wanted her there. Axl didn't drink nearly as much as me, and 
| was craving a fix. | was fucked up to say the least. She laughed at me. 


"I think you need to go to bed" 


"But | wanna stay up with you." 


"| appreciate it, but go to bed, babe." She helped me to our room. She pulled me shirt off and | fell on the bed 
"Your manager called and mentioned something about a meeting tomorrow. | told them you were busy.” 

| smiled. How rice of her. | passed out before | could answer. 

** 

My head was throbbing. 

| woke up with Tawney next to me. She was asleep. | got up and as quietly as | could, | slipped into the 
bathroom. | opened the cupboard and went through my stash. Just the light from the window was making me 
feel sick. By the time | shot up, | felt a bit better. Its been a while, so when it hit me, it was intense. | moaned 
softly. | grabbed the other bag of shit | have and made a quick line on the bathroom floor. | put everything 
away and pulled out my wallet. | rolled up some cash and snorted it to stay away. | blinked a few times and 
then wiped my nose. How sanitary was that? Snorting blow off the bathroom floor? | just pulled a Nikki Sixx, is 


what | did. 


| heard pounding on the door..or was that in my ears? No, because the hangover was mostly gone. | got up and 
ran to the front door before it disrupted my sleeping beauty. She's not a heavy sleeper. 


| opened it and Duff grabbed me by the throat. 
"You're busy?! You look pretty fucking high to me!" 
"What?" | squeaked. "Keep your fuckin’ voice down!" 


"Make me, asshole! You called off an important fucking meeting!" He let go of my throat and | pushed him 
outside and closed the door behind us. 


"What the hell are you talking about?" | groaned. 
"You should know. You said you were busy.’ 
"I have no fuckin’ idea what you're on about, Duff! Tell me!" 


"We had a meeting because we're headlining a massive fucking tour and you didn't show up! Why? Geffen said 
you were busy, and when they called again this morning they said you told them to stop calling!" 


| frowned. "Duff, | just woke up. And | was out with Axl last night. That's impossible.." 


"Are you sure it wasn't your ball and chain that kept you away from us for an entire month?" He snarled. | 


could've hit him for that. 


"Don't call her that." 


"Well, she's keeping you away from us. This is all you've wanted your whole fucking life, Izzy. Don't let a chick 
ruin it" He turned to walk away and | grabbed him. 


"When are we leaving?" 

"What?" 

"For the tour. When are we leaving?" 

"Tomorrow. I'll pick you up. And don't be fucking late, okay?" 

"| think that's something you should confront Axl about, not me 


He laughed. "Whatever." He walked back to his car and | went inside. Tawney was up. She was walking towards 


the door when | went inside. 

"What was that?" 

"Duff," | told her. | pulled her against me and kissed her. She kissed me back and then pulled away. 
"What did he want?" 

"We're headlining a huge tour, babe. Isn't that cool? We leave tomorrow, though..." 

Her icy blue eyes grew cold and it scared me a bit. 


"You're high." She let go of me. "And you're leaving me. What are you gonna do, go fuck other girls? | don't 
think so." 


"What? No way!" 

"| dont trust you. Especially not when you're high all the time” 
"If you don't believe me, come with me" 

She squinted. "That's more like it" She walked away. 

"Babe, where ya goin’! | love youl" 


"Shut up, Izzy. Go back to bed." 


| was.hurt. She doesn't trust me? She doesn't want me around right now? | felt like | was a kid and my mom 


had yelled at me and grounded me as | went back to our room. Ouch. 
*% 
| picked up a book and | got to chapter six before Tawney came in the room. 


"| made lunch," she told me. | put the book down and got up. | caught up with her before she could walk away 
from me and grabbed her wrist. 


TE 
"Why?" 

"| don't know.why are you mad at me?" 

"Im not" She kissed my cheek. "I love you" 

| smiled. "I love you too" 

"Do you wanna eat the food | made? It's tacos. They turned out okay." 

"No. | wanna eat you," | said and winked. She laughed and | kissed her. She kissed me back and | pushed her 
against the wall and slid down. | wasn't kidding when | said that. She watched me pull off her shorts and kiss 
her thighs until | finally went in for the kill. She grabbed my hair 

"Fuck, Izzy." 

| couldn't help but smile. | pulled away and licked my finger and she stopped me. 


"Not here..the bedroom...” 


| nodded and picked her up. | kissed her and found the bed. | threw her down and finished what | started 


